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Under the breath of the first dragons— 
those spell-binders who watched over gold-hoards— 
whole fields of warriors wilted Even here Beowulf 
died in the hot blood. gushing from ttoe firedrake’s mouth 
But this hugest of beasts though he wind back 
a thousand miles leaping and leaping 
from unimaginable deeps beneath Alberta's plains 
is led to these shores at last and hour by hour engaged 
Not without fury he fights flames in the night 
snorts white against the sky 
But only the great hills watch while Untrumpeted 
a few score humans, in goggle-s and gay helmets beset him 
Silver towers are their swords magic they wofk with dials 
formulae catalysts - and cyclon6 sndffers 
Calmly they move under their intricate shields 
and put the old earth-demon to his endless death 

death that is his birth into a hundred špirits 
that speed into the unceasing wheels and valves of a nation 
death unlocking the new treasures 
1 of unimaginable power ethere'al m'ovement 
the new treasures that bind- us •ali in‘ their new spells 


—Earle Birney 


TEOTIHUACAN 


We are sitting on the ancient staircase 
smoking cigarettes & just looking 
at the grass 

in the front yard of Quetzalcoatl 

Hey, imagine old feathery Toltecs 
up there on the palače, I say 
and Angela dreams old dreams 
surrounded by square rock walls 
the blood ali faded off now 
no footprints on the ground 

Behind her, the Temple of the Sun 
brown, man-made mountain 
quiet in the valley winds 
the sun still burning 

tanning the face of a little 
brown woman, walking toward us 
over the broken cobble ground 

She wants to seli authentic 
Toltec heads cheap, dollar a head 

I imagine her years younger 
straight & slim, standing 
on top of the temple, her chest 
bare to the knife, her heart 
beating loud for the sun god. 

No gracias, I say now 
& she moves away, her face 
the same color as the stones 

—George Bowering 
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POEMS & LETTERS 


I learn to vrrite poems 
from my firends 
who are poets 

and spend 
too much time 
in the bathroom 

looking at my face growing old in the mirror. 

Will there be enough time to learn? 

Is it wrong to v/rite poems 
knowing they would be perfect 
in two hundred years of learning? 

To die, to seek no comfort in 
knowing other men die with me, 

means to v/rite imperfect poems, 
learning from other poets who in turn 
are đying. 

So I write more letters than poems, 
to my friends 
who are poets, 
who in turn 

write too many letters. 

And now Red Lane is dead, 

and they speak of publishing his poems* 


My friend the poet in England 
writes to say 

we should publish Red’s letters. 
rie did his best v/riting there. 

—George Bowering 
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Two-Year-01d Boy with Bird 


who found it, kept it 
safe, dancing with 
excitement, who alaost 
killed it, stumbling 
falling 


-a tiny clump 
of feathers, yellow lines 
tracing out its beak 
and its tragedy: 

the 

smallness of the two 
of them, blinking back 
at each other. 


—Keith Wilson 


Magic 


3 ) 4 » 5 1 

learning to count: 

9 , 10 , 11 . 

4 ways into your 
heart, I 3 speak 5 
charms against the 

drift of 9 tides 4 

raoons 5 yellow roses; 
learning to count: the 
1, 2, 3, 4, the how many 

determined by a look 
in your 2 eyes, the nignt 
5, 51 & what we can do 

What we 

can 

DO. 


—Keith Wilson 
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The Chough 


In legend the black wings of the bird carry 
the vanishing of the king, as what was 
motioned through their darkness 
bore Arthur, of its flight befop« the people; 

a rhythm in each of thera before the other 

arose frora sounds which he had heen 

to come stirring from the edges ,of the fields. 

Who was the first in doubt to tali 
the bird was not Arthur, not Arthur, 
so that its blackness which were 
of bird and king in each of thera 

passed in their legend beside the land, 
of a darkness which bears him 

stirring as birds from the edges of the fields. 

—Drummond Hadley 
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Deep valleys 

the neighbor’s windows 

the roof over my head 
silent sky 
a aai’kness of tone 

the sound from invisible walls 
a wedge slope on the gutter 

pointless 

time bared 
excursion train 


—Larry Eigner 



not bookworm but 
bending over the paper 
as he walks, as if 
finding good news 

close up the distance 
is not sensational 
at that this man of habits 
partially, doesn’t have to be as 
as he is G ld 

years of these sunsets 
he keeps on anyhow degrees 
of cloud in the sky 

at fades^ and has an edge 

—-Larry Eigner 
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Hanover, N. H 


tovmlif e 


Meeting House brackett coma brackett 
Burying Yard brackett coma brackett 
Training Field brackett coma brackett 

the first lotts sts or highways 121 l/l acres 
air iiillside area fali paper city 1761 
then the valley beginning at a tali Hemlock 
tree ice gouged intervales milch cows,lambs 
housing Connecticut river standing whitepines 
improve the bridge the brooks go 
down violently cesspools from 4 ridges 
no moose seen for yrs mt. 
length of the town length of Moose mt. 

2350 above sealevel 

trees everywhere possible bibles dooodads, var. 
exchanges 
wet lowlands 
rocky 

& the fishing trout 


—Barbara Moraff 
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and grain 


o im allergic my milk makes a heart attack 
cantstand the lamentings 
chainsaw mournings 

mornings to clear of ni;ht 
terror cut its brush 

strokes for motches to 

yes i wd like to bring trees back to 
thiscountry recolonize her forests 
the public 

everyone shd make light in himself,make 
light of himself 5 everyone, 
that kind of death 

matches a poor 
excuse for trees 
treeslight. 


—Barbara Moraff 
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TECHNICOLCR NIGHTMARE 


red drums & 
the ship drowning like 

a cork marble 
inch by inch 
the ochre twilight 
devours 

the south shore & red drums pound 
a cosmic headache* 
a thousand blacktongues waiting 

—Charles Newland 
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CHANNEL 4 — 6:35 p m 


bitter hash 

grief grinds my teeth 
harmony of broken glass 

tin 

window 

cords dont 
bleed nor do 
metal eyeballs rusting 
in oil-less sockets: 

the 

weatherman says 
the garden is dead. 

—Charles Newland 
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Two for Snyder 


I 

You vjere broadshouldered 
shy 

in smile 
unlike the 
tape-recording 

of your voice 
until you spoke ... 

this 

new voice was 
soft, 

crowfooted, 
strong, 

and you were like it. 
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II 


The reading finished, 

you cough and thank us 

up in back they have found Creeley, 

Tomorrow night 

I’ll. watch you talk to friends \ 
then gone 

back rto Japan, you said. 

Here in America 
February comes, 
but Liberation is elusive 

goodby Snyder. 


—Matts Myhrman 


15 



The lost hand 
said 

avoid the Street corners. 

Keep out of the sunlight 
and shadows 

Run away from Steel roses, 

You will find the yellow book 
inside bone. 

An exiled candle will come 
to you in an everlasting 
autumn. 


—Duane Locke 


16 



JUDAS 


The soul 
is a wind 
fanning suns 
for Them. 


FERRETS 


ferrets 

in cold fields 
with fast paws 

seek softness 
to gorge. 


—Bob Nystedt 
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ICONS NEAR LAKE RICHIGAN 


Forked ohrieks sliver fleshed 
evenings: guliš scream, troubling 
flight above moments of waves, 
dissolving loneliness in these eyes 
to a myth of night. 


—Harland Ristau 




Presence 


What is going to remain <'of me when I die 
but this key of agony untouched; 
these few words with which the day 
extinguishes its ashes and its fire? 

What is going to remain of me when I am wounded 

by that final dagger? Perhaps mine 

will be the harsh and empty night 

that is born flowing from an obscure time. 

Neither will work remain, nor the pain 
of believing and of loving. Time openeđ, 
like the waters of the wilderness, 

will erase from the confused sand 
ali that saves or fetters me. 

But if someone lives I shall be awake. 

—Jose Emilio Pacheco 
(Trans. by J.N.) 
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ESTE TERRITORIO 


Desde este territorio de vastas posibilidades 
donde los dioses salen a jugar a la calle 

y alternan con las doncellas despreocupadas de sacrificio alguno 
aqui donde de vez en cuando uno puede subirse a las montanas 
a las piramides o atravesar los lagos 

sin que a nadie le importe preguntarle su nombre o condicion 

desde este sitio en que alguien dijo que el aire era mas transparente 

porque efectivamente es transparente y los inviernos son siempre 

luminosos 

y el corazSn es siempre luminoso 

desde esta tierra horadada atravesadas sus calles sacrificadas 

por la urbanizacion 

donde a veces la ternura es urbana y da los buenos dfas cada vez que 

-—i. alguies la mene iona 

desde este sitio de colores vivos donde se juega con la muerte 
porque la muerte es de barro o carton comprimido o pan de azucar 
desde aquf donde cualquiera escribe un poema o se sube a la torre vigla 

de la ciudad 

para extraer los secretos de la noche la belleza la violencia 

de la noche mexicana 

desde este sitio territorio libre de Amšrica donde cada quien 

es dueno de su propio sueno de su propia eselavitud de su vicio secreto 

desde aqui lugar en que te vivo lugar en que te escribo 

sitio donde transcurren las horas y las tardes y los dias 

y todo aquello que quiero y que deseo y necesito compartir contigo 

desde aquf te digo que te amo 

—thelma nava 



EL AGUACERO 


para Marfa Elena Pinuelas 

Ahi, entre selvas de piedra 
E1 cielo se manea: de sombra 

Se llena, y crecen las nubes, 

De miedo y viento disfrazadas: 

Huidizas, rojas, broqueles del mar 
Ajeno, dando matices de luz al azar, 

TeTiidas ya las arboledas, estereotipadas 

Agachadas como criaturas, en espera 

De la ternura del agua, fingiendo sonrisa: 

Mi consuelo son las tinieblas. 

Viene caminando al pasito el agua, 

Abriendo goteras: abri6 pašo, ya: 

I entre la luz equivoca e incierta 
De la tarde (bendita), emohecida, 

Quiero rezarte unas cuantas verdades: 

Que eres parcela verde, antes yerma; 

Que eres yerbabuena, yacente tierra mojada: 

Contigo no pod^a figurarrne la muerte. 

Vente, antes de que se tapela Sierra; 

El cielo sigue color dehormiga todavia: 
Entre charcos recien muertos camina 
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Y dime con tu boca una mustia historia 

Porque lo nuestro es ya prčterito; 

Se fu5 como la lluvia saltćrina; capricho - 

Y ahora - 

Hasta se divisa la Sierra despues de llover 

Y las columnas de huiiio de las algodoneras; 
Pero ya mas no: lluvia no va a haber. 

- 0 - 

San Luis Rio Colorado, Sonora; 

Mexicali, Baja California 
2 de agosto de 1964 


-p.w. gardner 


4* 
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HA TERMINADO EL DIA 


a Margaret 

he llegado a mi časa. la noche duerme y las estrellas 
arden respirando, la luna copula con mis ojos 
y se ovilla en tus pestanas. 

atrhs qued6 un dia de prisas urbanas y saqueados altares 

atrđs quedđ un dia Ićrgo como mis despedidaš, un dia 

de muertos tumbados entre los despojos de la fiesta. 

ahora estoy junto a ti. mi coraz6n colmado ya 

con tu presencia, recupera su ritmo de aguas dormidas 

y una esperanza joven asoma entre ladridos lejanos 

y sonido de bruma que visita los jardines. 

la noche es suave. una brisa fugaz 

ha descendido entre nosotros, 

atras quedaron mis miradas cortadas 

por crueles hogueras žvidas de sacrificios 

atr^s quedo el hombre con la mano extendida 

y su c5ntaro de ausencia vagando por las calles. 

este fue un dia de gorriones que huyeron 

espantados, de sol filtrSndose entre ramas 

suspendidas en mis pensamientos, de gasas 

alucinantes ritmando mis perdidos pasos. 

he retornado a ti. estoy contigo 

y el murmullo de tus palabras me descifra 

tu ternura, ondta en mis cabellos, ilumina 

la orfandad de mis ojos nuevamente tranquilloSj 

nuevamente humedos će tu pisada, 

como barcos anclados en la paz de esta noche extendida 
sobre nuestra časa, sobre esta ciudad que ha atestiguado 
otro dfa de virgenes cantoras, de mastiles 
rotos y palomas degolladas sobre la humeante 
troje del olvido. 


--sergio mondragon 
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INCIDENTE 


Tou na lua 

ta na lua 

tao na lua 

Cantavam tres^meninos e eram tantas horas da tarde 
e o sol que nao perdoa fechou o blho e deu tres pancadas. 

Ura 

dois 

tr§s. Meninos, que quereis? 

A foice da morte nao e lamina de fino a§o, mas presta, 
e lđ aciraa tem uma senhora branca de verde olhar, 
e o vento fugiu puxando cavalinhos de pau. 

Tao na lua 

tao na lua 

tao na lua 

E tudo foi e foram tres gotas de doce mel e borracha, 
tudo misturado numa batiđinha com saliva de sol. 

Ela nao conseguiu sorrir. A lua. 


—Federico Hensey 
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SONHO DAS CORES PERDIDAS 


Onterrij sob o sol^vermelho 
a beira da solidao. . . 
branco leque da princesa, 
farda azul do bufao. . . 
eu era de luar važio 
quando me deste a mao, 
e no sonho ainda nasces, 
branca lua do Japao 

Depois do mar e, alem do sonho adolescente 
numa rua que nao tera nem tinha nome, 
cheiro marrom e sabor negro de pau-furnama, 
po de arroz, eletrico pranto de geisha, 
sol vermelho e trem impaciente de Kinugawa, 

Eu sei nao sei que os anos de verde cacto 
calaram ja aquela valsa do sol vermelho 
cd tao longe e tao impossivelmente 
da dgua azul petrificada em Kinugawa. 

S 6 me resta o sua.ve KYO do sonho inquieto: 

Hoje... 


—Federico Hensey 
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Le foglie sussuranti 
svelavano 
un asse di raggi 
traversando 1’umido fogliame. 

Calde dita d’una madre 
avvolgenđo ii pargoletto 
allo spuntar del giorno 

E, improvvisamente, 
tutto ii mio freddo 
irradio tenerezza. 

Immaginai le calde dita 
della mamma 
attorno alla culla 
che non conobbi mai. 

—Robert Flores 
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REBANO 25 


Todo nos 
tuvieron listo 
a la llegada 

A nosotros no nos tocb’ 

šino 

a- 

li- 

near- 

nos. 

Ponernos a aprender las formas 
de vivir al borde 
del peligro. 

Y ni eso 

Barcos que nunca han de encontrar 

el norte, viajeros asombrados: acostumbrarnos 

solo. A- 

c o stumbrarno s. 

No estuvo ni bien 
ni mal 

el que asi fuera. 

A quien culpar? ..Porqu£?.. 

Las cosas son o estltn, se hacen 
o se realizan 
al margen de Nosotros. 

Para estar rescatados en medio de 

este n coagulo n 

de serpientes enfermas 

Para ser estos arboles 

con 

la raiz herida, y, 
si nos preguntaban: 

Nos daba igual 

morir, no haber sido, existir 

como potros, estarnos 

en los prados 

de este cielo que cierne 

agua negra 

en la yerba 

Nosotros ni hicimos este mundo 

Sobre šl, nada 

tenemos. Ninguna oferta 

somos. Ni en pro 

ni en contra compromisos 

hacia šl nos fueron 

dados. 

Mientras vivan estos peces nocturnos, 
viviremos, sinembargo. 

A-ya estrella de llanto. 

A-y noche repartida. 

A-y vida que no fuiste, 

mientras estbs aqui: Nosotros estaremos,despreciada. 

—rub6n astudillo y a 


Mon S.me vers les profondeurs du raaržcage 
Oti se reflechit enćormie la suffisance 
Sombre: la elle s’etend lascivement 

A cdtd de toutes les solitudes. 

Le ciel de novembre renvers§, 

Les nuages retournes rembourrent sa couche 
Et lci-dessus elle f'ait de lentes r^veries 
De voluptds incroyćblement sdveres. 


■Marjorie Howard Johnson 


TRASK RIVER: July, 1955 
over 

slick 

rocks 

down 

the 

rapids 

playing 

until 

we 

had 

gone 

too 

far 

into 

the 

forty 

foot 

hole 

under 

the 

bridge 

and 

realizing 

she 

could 

not 

swim 

panicked 

threshing 

her 

arms 

i 

swimming 

to 

her 

caught 

in 

deatft’s 

arms 

too 

almost 

_ drowning 

OsuJlirj 


Long branches sideways 
birds flock over 
a line the sky and beyond 


—Larry Eigner 
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the wind 


cool 

force of it 
after a hot day 

takes me up 

behind the winđow 


—Larry Eigner 
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The Jungle 


Defenseless the jungle where tigers roam, 
ground snakes crawl, and hanging pythons dangle, 
Jungle paths doomed Streets for ali who run, 
none but arrogant tigers here may tread 
secure in their violence. 

But sometimes even a weary tiger, 
sense dulled, strenght depleted from struggles 
through brush and vines, finds the hanging python. 
Defenseless this tiger where ground snakes crawl 
and hanging pythons dangle. 


—W. Arthur Boggs 
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THE DEEPS 


I follow words that teli me nothing, surface 
Speech of everyđay vernacular, 

Of hollow sounds and meanings out of reach, 

The deeps untouched, the image-ripples play 
In broken circles, shards of promise held, 
Dispelled in utterance and, scintillant, 

Recant again the things unclearly said. 

The crystal pools must still, the waters mirror 
Soul, and falling ever inward nearer 
Trusting reach the final, perfect goal, 

The language lucid, prophecies forever 
Read, the calm beneath, above, reflections 
Etched in truth, the music will be heard 
And words, the quiet thoughts, remain unspoken. 


—Clarence Alva Powell 


NOTES ON THE WRITERS 


RUBEN ASTUDILLO Y A edits SYRMA from Cuenca, Ecuador. 

EARLE BIRNEY has published 6 books of poetry and has 
appeared in many literary magazines. He edits PRISM 
from Vancouver, E.C. 

GEORGE BOW£RING is v/idely published in Canada, USA, Mexico 
and England. ESTRO 1 (WINE PRESS) was devoted to his 
sequence, ROCKY MOUNTAIN FOOT. He edits IMAGO. 

ALBERT DRAKE, of Eugene, Oregon, has appeared in various 
literary magazines. 

LARRY EIGNER has two books to his credit: LOOK AT THE PARK 
and ON MY EYES. Recently, he has poems in POETRY, 

C0Y0TE T S JOURNAL and others. 

ROBERT FLORES eaits ORIGINAL MORKS in Eugene, -Oregon. 

PETER GAR.DNER lives in San Luis, Yuma County, Arizona. 

DRUMMOND HADLEY lives in Tucson, Arizona. Recent numbers 
of SUM and FROM A WINDOW contain his work. 

FEDERICO HENSEY, once a resident of Mexico, now resides 
in Santa Maria, Rio Grande do Sol, Brasil. 

MARJORIE HOV/ARD JOHNSON is from Painesville, Ohio. 

DUANE LOCKE edits PCETRY RSVIE¥ in Tampa, Florida. His 
poems are seen currently in TRAČE and SALTED FEATHERS. 

SERGIO MONDRAGON is the editor of EL CORNO EMPLUMALO. His 
book of poetry, I AM THE OTHER, is due soon. 

BARBARA MORAFF is from South Royalton, Vermont. Her poems 
have appeared in YUGEN, ORIGIN, TROBAR, BLUEGRASS,etc. 

THELMA NAVA lives in Mexico City where she edits PAJARO 
CASCABEL. She has published two books: AQUI TE GUARDO 
and LA ORFANDAD IEL SUENO. 

CHARLES NETO, AND is ž student at Ohio State University. 

He has poems in INPUT, NEIUS, SPERO, etc. 

J.N. is JOSEPH NICOIAS, who appears here for the 2nd time. 

BOB NYSTEDT has published in POETRY REVIEW, TRAČE, THE 
SPARROW, NIMROD, NEO, etc. 

JOSE EMILIO PACHECO, a young Mexican poet, is the author 
of one book: LOS ELEMENTOS LE LA NOCHE. 

CLARENCE AL¥A P0WELL lives in Detroit, Michigan. 

KEITH WILS0N is from Tucson, Arizona. He has poems in 
recent issues of WILD DOG and FROM A WIND0W. 

(cont. on next page) 
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MATTS MYHRMAN is a graduate student in hydrology at the 
University of Arizona. 

CARLOS REIES runs the PRENSA DE LAGAR/WINE PRESS with 
his wife and edits POTPOURRI and ESTRO. 
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Locke, Editor. The University of Tampa, Tampa, Florida 

LOS PRELUDIOS de Olga Arias. Mexico: Ecuador O^O' 1 , 
1965. 

THE PROMETHEAN LAMP Vol. 1, No. 1. John T. Campbell, 
Editor. 2174 34th St., Sacramento, California. 

RADIX No. 1 (Winter, 1964)? No. 2 (Spring, 1965).Stephen 
Sherman, Editor. 163 College Ave.,Somerville, Mass. 

RETURN IN SAGITTARIUS by Barbara Holland. New York: The 
Eventorium Press, 1965* 

SALTEB FEATHERS No. 5 (May, 1965). Dick Bakken, Editor. 
112 ¥ashington, Pullman, Washington 99163 

SEED No. 35, No. 37, No. 39, No. 40 (Dec., 1964). The 
Transient Press. Joel Climenhaga, Editor. 901 North 
7th St., Canton, Mo. 63435 

SIGLO 1 - POESIA No. 7 (Nov., 1964), No. S (May, 1965). 
Alfonso Loya, Editor. Aptdo. Postal 31 - 3 B 6 , Mexico, 

D.F., Mexico. 

SIMBOLICA 62 Mercury Ave., Tiburon, Cal. 94920 
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THE SMALL POND No. 1 (Fali, 1964), No. 2 (Winter,1964) 
L.W. Pond, Editor. RFD 3, Auburn } Maine 04210 

SUM No. 4, No. 5, No. 6, No. 7 (April, 1965). Fred 
Wah, Editor. English Dept. SUNIAB, Buffalo, N.Y. 

SYRMA No. 4 (Sept., 1964). Ruben Astudillo y A., 
Director. Aptdo. 60, Cuonca, Ecuador. 

TISH No. 27, No. 23, No. 29 (March, 1965). Dan 
McCleod, Editor. 2527 West 27th Avenue, 

Vancouver 13, B.C. Canada. 

TLALOC Nos. 4-5 (Feb., 1965 ), Broadsheet (Jan., 1965 ). 
Cavan McCarthy, Michael Napier, Valerie Booker, 
Douglas Sandle, Editors. 22 Brudenell Rd., Leeds, 

6 England. 

TORIBIO de Olga Arias. Mexico: Editorial del Magiste- 
rio, 1963. 

TR^CE No. 55 (May, 1965). James Boyer May, Editor. 
Villiers Publications Ltd. P.O. Box 1063, Holly- 
wood, California 90023- 

VINETAS LIRICAS No. 13, No. 14, No. 15, No. 16, No. 

17 (Feb., 1965 ). Dr. Danici Hernadez Brandt, 
Director, ¥irrey de Mendoza 507-1, Morelia, Mich., 
Mexico. 

WRITING, WRITING by Robert Duncan. Albuquerque: Sum- 
books, 1964. 

Y0U, MARK ANT0NY NAVIGATOR UPON THE NILE by Judson 
Crews. Taos, New Mexico: Motive Book Shop, n.d. 

jV ^ 

W. ARTHUR BOGGS was inadvertently left out in the 
Notes on the Writers. He teaehes English at Port- 
land State and lives in Lake Oswego, Oregon. 

¥ '1' 'ć 

Credits; the poem on p.27 is from ORIGINAL W0RKS. 
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